
Sportalians - The side we don’t want to see?

During the second week of my stay at

DCU, I decided that I wanted to try and

bring the mainland European students

into a better light. These students, who

are commonly known as Sportalians, are

infamous for being ‘loud, evil, and

annoying’, and this, I think, is rather

unfair.

In every culture, every clique, every

group of people, I believe that there are

both likeable and irritating people. I am

in no way saying that all Sportalians are

delightful people, but I am saying that

they aren’t the nasty creatures we as

CTYIzens generally perceive them to be.

A fellow journalist, a CAT student and I

decided that now was the time; if we

were going to let everybody know that

not all Sportalians are totally unbearable,

we would have to do something now. I

took my trusty notebook and pen, and

we all set off towards the cafeteria.

I knew that I wasn’t going to be mur-

dered during my talk with the

Sportalians, but the unappetizing idea

didn’t seem to want to leave my head. I

could feel myself shaking as I

approached a cloud of smoke that indi-

cated Sportalian presence, and looked

around for a way out. But there wasn’t

one; I just had to do this. I took a deep

breath three steps away from the least

intimidating smog-surrounded group. I

focused on maintaining a confident

expression and posture, and tapped a

very pretty girl who was chattering in

rapid Italian on the arm. She turned

around, looked me straight in the eye,

and my inner journalist left me, taking

my confidence with it. I froze, looked at

the two people I had with me, gulped,

and turned back to the Sportalian girl.

‘Hello. I’m… I’m from the um… the

journalism… from CTY… CTYI… I

was wondering… ask you a few ques-

tions?’

My heart had never beaten so quickly

as it did at that moment. It was a

moment of dread and anticipation- were

the Sportalians going to drag me into the

canteen and push me into a food proces-

sor, or would they just stare at me with

their sportaliazer-vision until I blew up?

I gulped, and looked at the Sportalian

girl in the eye, still trying to feign confi-

dence. And then the girl spoke. And

spoke. And spoke.

I quickly learned that Sportalians,

once you muster the guts to talk to them,

are very talkative. If I had documented

everything they said, I would have a

book of considerable thickness. The

Sportalians I talked to were Italian, and

extremely friendly- They answered all of

my questions and one girl acted as the

translator between the Irish and Italian

people there. A considerable number of

Sportalians gathered around us, and none

of them seemed in the slightest way hos-

tile. The more we talked, the worse I felt

for ever thinking of Sportalians as horri-

ble people. 

We at the Nerds of the Wolrd found

that the Italian students have travelled

here from all over Italy. We got group

photos, videos, and there were smiles all

round.

According to the group I spoke to,

there are no Spanish or Portuguese

Sportalians, but some French. So if they

were right, there are no Sportalians.

There are Frentalians.

I must conclude that if you think

Sportalians are ‘loud, evil, and annoy-

ing,’ you are very wrong indeed, as the

people I spoke to are some of the nicest

humans I have ever met. Do not be too

quick to judge them. Just because other

people have a warped idea does not

mean that you should too. I recommend

that we all- me, you, that guy over there

who just went out of sight- go now and

hug a Sportalian. You never know, you

might just get a hug back. Viva

Sportalia!

Could CTYI’s European rivals really be as bad as people make out? As part of our
attempt to learn more about them, Holly Burns spoke to some Italian students.

8


